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The Summer of Leaving 


Author's Notes: 
lm back. 


Its May, and the weather's starting to change. | can feel the air gathering weight, and when | wake up on 
Saturday, sunlight is already streaming through the window, making my room hot. | stagger up out of the 
sheets, pulling off my sweaty shirt, and flick on the fan. It comes to life with a dull buzz. | fall back onto the 
mattress and stare at the ceiling. Once | wake up | can hardly ever get back to sleep. | lay down for a couple 


minutes before going to brush my teeth and splash my face. 

I'm back in my room and have just yanked on jeans when there's a sharp rap at my window. | jump violently, 
and when | go over, he's grinning expectantly, long fingers gripping the sill. | frown. My window sticks when | try 
to open it, and | grunt and swear some before it flies open, banging. 


"Good morning," he says, swinging a leg over. 


"Hi," | say, pulling the chain on the fan to rev it up to maximum speed - the open window has let in a new 


wave of warm air. 


He clambers in and walks over to my bed, pulling up the covers and stacking my pillows neatly before sitting 


down Once he does, he just watches me. 
"How'd you sleep?" | ask, crouching to retrieve a t-shirt from the bottom of my dresser. 

"Good enough. It's hot out there.” 

"Yeah, no kidding. Summer's coming fast, ran" 

He nods. "IFs going to be a summer of heat 

His hair's getting long, It brushes the top of his shirt pocket. And | swear it gets redder every day. 
"Button your pants, Izzy" 


"Oh," | laugh and do up my fly. | shoot a glance at him over my shoulder; when we meet eyes, he's smiling and 


has a funny look in his eyes. 

| turn and pull on a faded Purdue crewneck and feel around in my top drawer, grabbing my Ziploc of weed and 
rolling paper and pushing it down deep in my pocket. | grab the lighter off the nightstand and turn back to him. 
He's already got one leg out the window again. 

"Ready?" 

"Yeah," | say. "l'm gonna grab some food. I'll meet you out back" 

He nods and drops from view. | hear him land with a thump. 

| make my way to the kitchen, running my hand through my hair and stifling a yawn. | don't mind 

Bill's familiarity with my window, but half the time he scares the shit out of me with those loud raps on the 
glass. In the night, though, his knock is different: softer, and more afraid that | won't answer. But | always do. 
| grab two moon pies, a bottle of orange juice, and a deck of cards before heading out through the laundry 
room, the screen door bangs shut as | let go of it and go down the concrete steps, into the scruffy grass. | 
toss one of the pies to Bill, who grins. 

"Thanks." 


"Yeah, man" | stick the orange juice in my back pocket and tear open the wrapper. "C'mon, let's get outta here." 


We walk down my street and out of our neighborhood, taking swigs from the juice. We talk as we walk 


"Any dreams last night?" | ask 

He squints. "I think so, but | can't really remember. It was good, though, | know that," he smiles wistfully. 
"Well that's good. Any nightmares lately?" 

"Not recently." He scratches the back of his neck. 

"Good," | say reassuringly. | know he doesn't like to talk about it in daylight. | drink some more orange juice. 
"What'd you dream?" he asks. 

| think for a second 

‘| was flying. | have so many flying dreams. It was at sunset, | think.. | don't know where | was going." 

He nods thoughtfully. 

Bill at | walk along the dusty backroads, winding and twisting farther and farther away from the middle of 
town. The sun's rising overhead, and when we reach the railroad track I'm sweating. We walk parallel to the 
tracks, following the road's curve to the very outskirts of Layfayette. 

| look at him. He's smiling a little. These are his happy hours. They're mine, too. 

"Want to stop here?" 

"Sure," | answer. We sit down in the shade of a big oak about ten feet from the rails. | pull off my shirt and 
mop my forehead with it. Bill just leans against the trunk and closes his eyes. He's wearing a long sleeve button 
down - he's got to be hot as well. 

"Aren't you sweaty, dude?" 


He shrugs. "I guess." 


He unbuttons it as | pull my Ziploc out of my 


Jeans. 
He shucks it off. 
"Oh" 


He's got purple and red marks on his abdomen, and five red finger imprints on his forearm. | reach out and 


tentatively brush my fingers on a particularly dark bruise on his stomach. 
"Jesus, man" 


His eyes are squeezed shut. He doesn't say 


anything. 

"What'd you do?" | sit back and run my hand through my hair. 

"Got in a fight," he answers. 

"Where? And when?" 

"On Thursday, | think A restaurant downtown" 

| just shake my head and extract some rolling paper from the bag. "Gotcha" 

He watches me roll the joint, hardly blinking. When | hand it to him he says, "Are you mad at me?" 
| furrow my brow. "Why would | be mad at you?" 

"You just seem like you are," he shrugs. 

‘lim not mad at you." 

| dig the lighter out of my pocket and hand it to him. He takes it and looks around, 
"What beautiful day." 


| have to agree. A few cotton ball clouds skate across a bright blue sky. The rails shine in the sunlight. A 
slight breeze ripples through the wildflower sea and the scraggly grass that grows around the tracks. 


Bill hands me the joint and | inhale a bit, watching how the rays of sunlight cut through the smoke. He's 
slumping down a little, hands on his knees. He's getting pretty thin 


"How's school?" he asks, reaching for the joint. | hand it to him. 
"Stupid." 
"You're so close, though. One more month and you're out for good" 


"Tell me about it," | say. "Its whatever, at this point. It is what it is. I'm getting by for the sake of getting by. 


No sweat." 


He nods. 

"How've you been holding up?" 

He shrugs 

“What does that mean?" | ask 

"Im okay" 

"You haven't been coming by much’ 
“Sorry 


Its not anything to be sorry about, l'm just 
saying.’ 


"Okay," he offers me the joint, and | shake my head. 

"You can have it" 

He gives me a small smile. 

"Are you, uh.. are you getting enough to eat, and everything?" | ask. 

"Yeah," he answers, running his hand along his stomach. "I'd tell you if | wasn't, lz" 

"Okay," | say reluctantly. "Just making sure." 

We sit. Bill smokes, | listen to the birds. The clouds drift overhead, and time is a lazy thing that slides slowly 
by, teasing the afternoon 

| turn and look at him. He's put out the joint by now. His skin is perfect in every place except the bruises, 
smooth and sort of pale. He probably doesn't even need to brush his hair, its so silky. | can't hardly leave the 
house without combing mine, seeing as it sticks up all over the place when | sleep on it funny, which is often. 
He turns and catches my eye. "Izzy." 

"Yes?" 


He smiles. "Talk to me." 


The vibration of his voice seems to reverberate throughout the little circle of smoke he's created. | sit up and 


straighten my back against the tree again. 
"What about?" | ask. 

"Anything." 

"What does longevity create?" 


"Longevity?" he gazes straight into my eyes and raises an eyebrow. "I have an answer bu on'T know how To 
Longevity?" he g traight into my eyes and yeb Ih but | don't know how t 


say it. Just.. intensity, | guess.” 

He looks away. 

"Hmm. | think | could agree with that." 

"What do you think?" he asks. 

"Silences," | say. "Comfortable ones. That's longevity." 
"Mhm" 

"Tell me something | don't know about you." 

He turns onto his stomach and looks up at me. "Something you dont know? That's a tough one." 
| doubt that," | say. "You're a man of many faces." 
"Lam?" he laughs. "Izzy, you have no idea" 

"Tell me something." 

He scrunches up his face. "I don't know." 

"You haven't even thought about it yet!" 


He sits quietly for a minute, and then shrugs. 
"I still can't think of anything." 


"Fine," | say. "I don't know if that's comforting or scary." 
"I feel the same way." 


We ease into silence and | gaze across the tracks. This warm laziness has been the hallmark of every summer 


since | met William Bailey. But these days, for me, it's not the same. For months, my restlessness that's 

always been there has been growing and growing. I'm teetering on the edge of a precipice, and he doesn't know 
it; my life is about to change forever, and his isn’t. | can't tell him. | don't want to tell him. It makes me feel 
almost guilty as we lie on the earth together in the sunshine, my secret like the warm wind that's blowing 
between us and rustling the leaves of our tree. | could still reach out my hand and touch him, but it's between 
us nonetheless. But no matter how much I'll miss this feeling, | have to leave. It's the right time. | can feel it. 


And instinct is one thing that | can't ever question. 
"You said you dream a lot about flying, 12?" 
"Yeah." 


"Have you.. have you ever had a dream about 


falling?" 
| look at him. He's tugging at a tuft of grass. 
"No. | never have." 


The restlessness swells within me and | feel like getting up, running as far and as fast as | can. I'm ready. | am 
so fucking ready. Its going to be a summer of heat, alright. Its going to be a summer of leaving. That warm 
wind is going to come again, and this time l'm going to ride it, ride it all the way out of this town and across 
the country. I'm going to do whatever it takes. And if one night comes where Bill shows up at my window and 
knocks softly and l'm not there to answer it, | can live with myself knowing that | brushed my fingers across 


his bruises. That | fed him when he couldn't feed himself. That | let him in when | could. 


| always did. 


